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been married a great while: and as well-bred as if we
were not married at all."

Yet almost in the very year that this was written,
a brilliant and witty young woman of fashion
was writing in real life to her husband:

"Since my dear encourages me to the only pleasure
I have, or ever can think of, in your absence, which is
by expressing my kindness by all opportunities, you
need not fear but I'll trouble you every post, though at
the same time I am sorry I have nothing to repeat but
still constant assurances of my being ever yours; and
that sound is so extreme pleasing to me from you,
that I will not doubt but it has the same effect from
me to you. My sisters and I being now alone, we sit
working all day long in their room and sup there
sometimes, musing in the fire till our eyes are burnt
out of our heads, and then that moves my spleen to
laugh if any of our town acquaintances could see us.
I believe if I were dying I could not help a jocose now
and then; but 'tis now a fortnight since my dear
went, and I flatter myself that, in one month more,
perhaps my happiness may appear here in you. . . .
Adieu, my dear; make me happy as soon as you can,
for with you I can have no doubts or fears; and with-
out you there never was, nor never can be, any real
satisfaction to her who is most faithfully, my dearest,

ever yours/*

Mirrored in the correspondence of the country
houses of England, the loving-kindness between
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